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with me. The Allievis were like a father and mother
to me, and Fanny a loving sister, and the time I
spent with them passed very happily.
On 28th December, 1908, at two o'clock in the
morning, there occurred one of the most hideous and
appalling calamities that Europe has ever witnessed.
I refer to the earthquake at Messina, in Sicily, that
ill-fated island in the sunny Mediterranean, which
already had enough troubles of its own.   It was the
home and happy hunting-grounds of that evil secret
society, the Mafia, who reached the peak of their
activities about 1860-70, but who continued their
reign of terror until only a few years ago.   In 1928
these robbers, smugglers, and murderers were finally
stamped out by decree of Signor Mussolini, who
dispatched Cesare Mori on a special mission to the
Island.   As Prefect of Sicily, Cesare Mori ruthlessly
exterminated them.   It is said that those of the old
Mafia who succeeded in escaping from Sicily, now
form the   backbone   of  the   American   gangster
scum.
At the time of the earthquake, a strong wave of
atheism was passing over Italy, and there were public
demonstrations against the Church.   On Christmas
Eve it is the custom in Roman Catholic churches to
hold midnight Mass and Communion.   Also, in the
cathedral of Messina there was midnight celebration.
After Mass, among others, about twenty students
went to the altar to receive Communion.  They took
the Communion wafers from the officiating priest,
At a given signal they spat out the wafers, and,
standing up, shouted in unison:   " If there is a
Christ, may we be destroyed within a week ! "
The priest began a prayer;  " May God forgive